Palmerson 


Author: Cosmic-lawnmower 

Bands: Emerson, Lake and Palmer 

Characters: Carl Palmer, Greg Lake, Keith Emerson 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Nov 07 2012 09:17:25 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


hotel rooms 


Author's Notes: 
| don\'t own anything man. Just the plot for this story. That\'s it. 


Greg couldn't say that he and his bandmates were exactly the best of friends. He knew where he stood, and he 
looked at it as two guys from Southern England and one guy from the North, that came together and made 
some pretty good music. They weren't what you'd call bffs, and Greg knew that. He and Keith were the seniors 
to litle Carl Palmer, so perhaps there was more of a bond between the two of them. He always saw Carl as a 
child, and well, he had to admit he liked picking on Carl for that. Carl was the youngster, the litle boy, the 
baby of the band. And it's safe to say, that between the two of them, there was a sibling sort of relationship 


there. Keith was like the parent, making sure Carl's feelings weren't hurt after Greg tormented him. 


Every once in a while, he did feel bad, and maybe bought Carl's love with toys and candy and such. But that 
didn't change the fact that Keith had a better relationship with Carl than he did. Greg accepted that. But deep 
down, and | mean really deep down in there past all the fat rolls, Greg was like an elementary school boy that 


picked on girls and pushed them down on the asphalt because he had a little crush on them. 


He broke hotel room windows with coca cola bottles and blamed it on Carl, and ordered chocolate mousse to 
Carl's room at eight in the morning and made him pay for it. But these were just silly little ways of showing 
his love. And he was hopeful that Carl was catching on All the times he'd catch him peeking at him from 
behind his kit, biting his lip. That was a sure sign 


One night, after a knock out show, Greg found himself alone in his suite, eating pudding. He could hear muffled 
sounds coming from the next room over, Keith's room. Why no one was in his room, he didn't know. But he 
didn't like the quiet, or the solitude. He set the cup down on the night stand (it's very rare that Greg ever 
sets food down without finishing it, so this must be important), and wandered out into the hall. He paused in 
front of the door to Keith's room, and pressed his ear against it, listening in. 


He could hear the muffled sound of Carl's sweet laughter coming from inside. "Oh, Keith!" He giggled. "You're so 
fit and masculine." 


Greg furrowed his brow. Could he have heard that right? He grasped the knob. A groan came from inside the 
room. His curiousity got the best of him, and he turned the knob, flinging open the door. 


The scene inside the hotel room was a grisly one, and Greg felt his chest swell with jelousy. Keith was lounging 
on the bed, hair tossed. That delicate figure of Carl's was sprawled across him, tracing circles on Keith's bare 


chest, with a sensual grin. 
"You son of a bitch!" Greg bellowed, the pain in his voice ringing out. "You stole my man!" 


He ran out of the room, back into his own, and locked the door. He collapsed into a heap of sorrow on the floor. 
Wretched sobs were rising in his throat, hot tears strolling down his plump cheeks. His chest heaved with 
whelps as he picked the half eaten pudding cup off the night stand, and shoveled a spoonful into his mouth, 


pained moans escaping as he tried to swallow. Greg was not only eating pudding, he was eating his hurt feelings. 


Still.. You Turn Me On 


The next morning, Greg was woken by the pale light that streamed through the curtains of his room. His eyes 
still burned a bit, cheeks stained from tears. Rolling onto his back, he stared at the ceiling blankly. He didn't 
even want to think about the awkward feeling that would hang in the room when he joined the other two boys 
for breakfast. No, he didn't even want to think about it. 


Suddenly, he caught movement out of the corner of his eye. 
Carl shifted in the chair by the window. "Morning." He said, in that typically high, gentle voice of his. 


Greg began to sit up, hoisting himself on his elbows. The urge to ask about the other night was rising in his 
chest, but he suppressed it, afraid of what the reply might be. It was too early in the morning to be bothering 
with those things, and he didn't feel like getting his heart broken before breakfast. A low rumbling growl 
erupted from his stomach, and his hungry eyes flickered from Carl's immaculate face to what was left in the 
pudding cup on the night stand from the previous night. Looking at the residue in the plastic cup made his 
stomach growl even louder yet. 


"What are you doing here?" A bit of annoyance rising in Greg's voice. 


Carl didn't answer as he moved to the side of the bed. Greg slid away from him reluctantly, still feeling a bit 
hurt. Relentlessly, Carl scooted his near perfect ass closer until he brushed the side of Greg's leg. He moved a 
hand to Greg's inner thigh. "I'm here to apologize." 


"F-For what?" Greg asked, words stumbling from his mouth. He wasn't sure what to feel or think at this point, 
but that hand was burning a hole through him. Carl moved it in a little closer to his, well you know, and 


suddenly Greg's clothes felt like they were getting tighter. 


"For hurting your feelings." He answered, simply. His chocolate eyes scanned over Greg's body. "Did you sleep in 
the clothes you wore last night?" 


Greg's voice got caught in his throat as he felt Carl drag the covers from his body. "Well, | just kind of fell 
asleep this way." Silently to himself, he muttered, more like cried myself to sleep this way, you damned git. He 
watched as Carl moved his hand up to his belt buckle. Apprehensively, he sat up a bit, still unsure of what the 
younger man might do. He traced the shape of the buckle with his fingers. "That buckle wont undo itself, you 


know." He growled, throwing aside any prior hesitation. Greg began to understand where this was going. 


Responding to his suggestion, Carl slid the belt out of the hoops of Greg's jeans. He un-buttoned and un-zipped 
slowly, a teasing smile forming on his lips. Prying Greg's legs apart, he moved gracefully in between them, and 
pulled Greg's jeans down until they sat just below the two equally full cheeks of his arse. The briefs came 
down with them, freeing his cock, arched and swollen. Carl bit his bottom lip, and let out a little groan, giving 
him a few gentle strokes, and then a little too eagerly, lowering himself and running the tip of his tongue up 


Greg's shaft. 


Before Greg could speak, he was engulfed in a wet heat. He sat rigid, then relaxed, and not meaning to, he 
entwined his fingers in Carl's silky brown hair until it was an unkempt mess. He felt the boy's tongue working 
as he took it in deeper, Greg's tip touching the back of his throat. Feeling a tingle, Greg released Carl's head, 
getting closer now. He let out a deep moan, feeling himself release in the back of the drummer's mouth. 
Impressively, Carl sat up having swallowed, a drip of Greg's milky seed dangling from the corner of his curved 
mouth. 


Suddenly, a hungry look glazed over Carl's eyes, as he un-buttoned his trousers slowly, teasingly. Greg 
watched, still harder than a skillet handle, as he removed them completely, and yanked Greg's pants clean off. 
Before Greg knew it, the younger man's curved staff was entering him. A groan combining pain and ecstasy 
was caught in his throat, as Carl thrust himself in deeper, mercilessly pulling out to the tip, and pounding back 
in to the hilt. Greg let out a slightly pained moan, as his body entering a spasm of pleasure. Carl could feel him 
tightening around his cock, letting out a little whelp, his pretty mouth forming an 0. Watching him work over 
him, a thought crept into Greg's head. ‘He certainly doesn't bang his drums nearly this hard! He mused, feeling 
himself begin to climax. His entire body trembled, and he felt Carl swell, equally close. He bit down on his 


bottom lip harder now, and finally let out a moan, releasing into Greg's tight hole. 


Greg fell back a bit, as Carl pulled out, woozy from the orgasm. He couldn't remember a time he came like 
that. Chest heaving, he collapse back onto the bed The warm touch of Carl's skin landed upon his chest, the 
drummer nuzzling into him, breathing just as hard. Exhaustion was aching in Greg's limbs, as he felt his 
consciousness slipping away, until he allowed it to over come him. After all, it was in his sloth-like nature to 
permit that sort of thing. He began to doze off, heart still jack hammering in his chest, which Carl's silky head 


rested upon. 


When he awoke nearly an hour later, Greg found himself alone, pale light streaming in through the curtains, 
and falling upon him. He glanced about the room, his angel no where in sight. A pang of heart break swelled in 
his chest. Had it all just been a dream, then? 


